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went back in the Ford tender to Waheida, leaving
me with my new companions, Zeid and Rahayil.
My beard had by now blossomed out in true Arab
style, with moon-shaped bald patches on either side
of a small imperial, and a ragged fringe round the
chin ; my face was burnt a rich mahogany, and I
looked so much like a rather seedy Bedouin that
Arab dress, except of the most gorgeous kind, would
have reduced me to a nonentity. I had still done
nothing to justify gorgeousness, even if I had felt
inclined for it or Lawrence had encouraged it, so I
decided to stick to my uniform. I also laid in some
tins of Maconachie and other European groceries,
as I had not developed Lawrence's taste for the food
of the country.
When my preparations were complete I mounted
my camel and set out for Waheida, as I thought it
better to begin my real camel-riding while I was
still in reach of civilisation, in case of a breakdown.
I was by no means an expert camel-rider, for my
rides at Akaba had been on a different camel, and
so long ago that I had forgotten a good deal. We
had not gone more than a hundred yards before
I felt that something was wrong with the saddle, so
I called Zeid, and explained that I could not go on
without the saddle being adjusted. Zeid was very
much amused. I had been introduced to him as
the %dbit, or officer, which on Lawrence's lips was a
slightly disparaging description, and he was inclined
to be impertinent, but he graciously agreed to alter
the saddle a little, and we started again. Just
before leaving the camp I looked in at FeisaPs tent
to say good-bye and to get his last instructions, and
when I came out again I found that my escort had
disappeared. Thinking they had gone on, I set

